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Desire 

"Sir, we have an incident in," he looked back down at his monitor, "room 12" Two of the black-suit clad security 
guards rushed from the control room down the corridors to room 12. 

"Is Master T on site?" 


"Yes, he is," the first man answered without looking up from the monitor. 


"Ill go and inform him. He insists on being there if a sub gets hurt." The second man walked out of the room 


to find the club owner. 


The CCTV operator frowned at the monitor as he watched the two security men haul a top off the sub, 


another top moving in to untie the seemingly unconscious man. 
"Who is it?" a colleague asked him. 
He looked up and met the other man’s eyes. "j" 


EEKE KE E Æ 


"| don't know what the hell you think you are doing but | will not accept behaviour like that in my club, do you 
understand?" 


The blond man sneered and laughed dryly. "Behaviour like what? I'm a Dom, he's a sub - you do the math!" 


"And what? That gives you the right to assault him? To rape him? You knew the rules - a submissive's hard 
limits are not to be broken and you broke not one, but two, possibly three of his with the beating you gave 
him. A sub is not someone for you to just beat up on and treat like shit just because you've had a bad day. | 
will not tolerate these actions in my club and | will not tolerate drunkenness either. | will ask you this once 


more; do you understand?" 


"Yeah, | understand. But what you gonna do about it?" He pushed the shorter man backward, laughing as he 
stumbled. 


Raising one eyebrow, Master T gestured for a group of security, who made their way over to him. "You're 
drunk," he told the other man. "I want you out of my club. You may return once more, but if you are either 
drunk or treat any of my clients this way, | will arrange that you will never be allowed in any respectable club 
in this state ever again" He turned and walked away. "Get him out of my sight" He continued walking to room 


[2 as the security team manhandled the drunken Dom from the club, shutting the doors behind him. 


EEKE EK EE EK 


"j, can you hear me?" Master T crouched down next to the unconscious man, turning his head to face him. He 
sighed as he looked at the bruises covering the young man's face and body. He stood and pulled the sheets up 
over j, making his way over to a sub standing at the door. "| need you to get me some fresh blankets, a bottle 
of water with a straw and a first aid kit." 


"Yes, Sir." 


Master T leaned against the doorframe and waited for the young girl to return with the equipment he needed. 
He ran his hands over his face and sighed; why did things like this have to happen? 


j moaned quietly and stretched, relieved to find himself untied. He brought his hands up to his face, sighing 
softly when he realised his mask still covered it. He lay still, listening intently but couldn't hear anyone else in 
the room with him. He opened his eyes a fraction and looked around the room. His eyes widened and he sucked 
in a shaky breath when he recognised the man standing in the doorway. What was he doing here? Making 
himself calm down, j watched as a blonde girl came up to him and handed him a glass of water, some blankets 


and a first aid box. 


Master T turned and walked back over to the bed, crouching down next to j. "Oh, good, you're awake. Here, 


you'll probably be needing this." He lifted j up slightly and put the straw to his lips. 


j drank gratefully, lying back down on the bed when he finished. "Th.. Thanks." 
"How do you feel?" Master T asked, 


"| don't.. l.. He." j stuttered, eyes darting around the room, pulling the sheet tighter around himself. He was 


very aware of the fact he was naked beneath it. 


"It's ok, j. He's gone and | don't think he'll be coming back. What | need to do right now is to clean up some of 
these cuts and see how badly he's hurt you. Will you let me do that?" 


"Uh." 
"| can get a doctor, if you'd prefer?" 
j shook his head. "N.. No. No doctor" 


"Very well then" Master T pulled the sheet from around j and wiped the blood from his face and body. "This 
looks mostly superficial," he told j. "minor cuts and bruises. You'll ache like hell for a few days but.. nothing too 


serious." 

"Thank you." j whispered, glancing around the room, gaze landing on his clothes. "l.. | should probably go." 

"j, I'd like you to stay here, just for tonight. Three of your limits were forcibly broken and as owner of Desire 
| feel responsible for what has happened. Stay, please." j's eyes widened. This.. He.. was Master T? "I shouldn't." 
he yawned and started to push himself up from the bed, wincing as his bruised torso complained after the 
beating he'd received. He grunted and lay back down again. 

"You're hurt, j. Stay here the night and get some sleep - I'll make sure no-one disturbs you." He pulled the 


blankets up around j and ran his fingers through his long hair. "Get some sleep, Jon” He whispered as he 


turned and walked towards the door. 


Jon sat bolt upright, a brilliant blush covering his cheeks. "Tico, wait." Master T.. Tico stopped and turned to 


look at him. "You knew.. How?" 

Tico sat on the edge of the bed next to him. "Of course | knew. The same as | knew you'd recognised me. And 
as for how." He ran his fingers over the superman tattoo on Jon's upper arm, raising an eyebrow as the 
singer shivered. "I know these tattoos and | know you. Now get some sleep and we'll talk in the morning.’ 

"l. No.. Tico..." 


"Get some sleep, Jon" Tico repeated, his tone broking no disobedience. 


Jon nodded. "K." he lay back down, watching as Tico opened the door and spoke to the security guard standing 


outside before reaching back in, turning the lights off and closing the door behind him. 
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The Morning After The Night Before 


Jon woke with a start - sitting upright in bed. Sweat dripped down his face and he was breathing hard. He 
threw the sheets off, wrapped his arms around his body and looked around with a frown 


He didn't recognise the ro... Desire. A shudder ran through him as he remembered what had happened the 
previous night. He sighed and ran his hands over his face; it hadn't been a dream then. It had been real. Which 
meant Tico and... He exhaled heavily and forced himself to change his train of thought. 


He slipped out of the bed and flipped the light switch. The light that flooded the room chased away some of 
the demons lurking but Jon couldn't help but feel.. stripped in a way. Catching a glimpse of himself in one of 
the full-length mirrors, he grimaced; there was a cut above one of his eyes and it was turning into one hell of 
a black eye. How was he going to explain that one away? He sighed again as he stared at the bruises covering 


his body - no wonder he ached. That guy had really not liked being told no. 

Jon squeezed his eyes shut, wincing as he aggravated the cut above his eyebrow. He grabbed his clothing from 
the chair and dressed quickly, pulling his leather mask over his eyes before opening the door and venturing out 
into the club. 

Desire was quiet. Quieter than Jon had ever known it to be as he walked down the corridors to the main 
rooms. In fact, there was no one else there, but, Jon realised, it was probably closed At least he assumed it 
was closed during the day; he'd never known it to be open during the daytime. 


"You can take the mask off if you want, Jon. There's no one here but me." 


Jon jumped at Tico's softly spoken words and spun on the spot to face him. Tico was sitting at one of the 
tables with two mugs of hot coffee while he read the morning's paper. 


"T. Tico.. uh... hi.. | didn't see you there." 

Tico smiled and gestured to the chair opposite him. "You wanna sit down before you fall down?" 

Jon sat down without saying a word, refusing to look at his band-mate as he peeled the black leather from his 
face. His fingers curled around the coffee mug Tico handed to him, and he gratefully took a sip. He sighed and 
looked up at Tico. 

"What's going on here, Tico?" 


"Coffee." 


Jon laughed dryly and met Tico's eyes. "I mean here, this place..." 


"I think you know what here is, Jon. It's Desire and | own it" 

"l. You... Oh..." Jon trailed off and stared into his coffee again, taking another sip. 

"What the hell do you think you're doing here, Jon?" 

"Drinking coffee, just like you said." 

Tico slammed his hand down on the table making Jon jump. "Don't be a fucking smart ass." 

"Fine." Jon placed his mug back on the table, pushed his chair back and stood up, starting to walk away. 

Tico sighed. "Sit down, Jon" Jon didn't acknowledge him, just kept walking away. "Jon, please." There was still no 
response from the singer and Tico took a deep breath in through his nose, the tone of his voice changing as 
he spoke again. "I said, Sit Downl!" 

Jon froze and swallowed hard before turning and making his way back to table. He sat down, frowning at the 
amused expression on Tico's face. Realising what he'd done Jon shook his head and stood up again, tugging at 
his hair. "No.. No.. This is not happening. | am not doing this. No. l'm not your sub, damnit Tico!" He turned and 
walked towards the door. 

"So, you're just gonna walk out the front door of a BDSM club in full daylight after all the trouble you go 
through in order to keep your identity a secret? " Tico raised an eyebrow, crossing his arms over his chest 


and leaning back in his chair as he watched Jon stumble to a standstill 


"Shit!" Jon leaned against the wall, his back to Tico. He looked up with a frustrated sigh and sat back down at 
the table again. 


"What were you doing here last night?" 
Jon shrugged. "Same as | usually do." 


"You.. You've been here before?" Jon laughed at the stunned expression on Tico's face. "How long have you 
been doing this?" 


"Uh... Couple years | guess, on and off" 
Tico frowned. "| haven't... I've never seen you here." 


‘Ive only just started coming here. ' 


"Oh" Tico took another gulp of his coffee, pulling a face when he realised it was cold. He pushed his mug away 
and tipped his head to one side, searching Jon's face. 


"What?" Jon smiled, it seemed he wasn't the only confused and bewildered here. "You.. you own Desire?" 


"Yeah. | was fed up with seeing and hearing about things like last night happening." He shrugged. "So | opened 
this place so it could be run the way | wanted it to be." Jon nodded and ran his finger over the cut above his 


eye. Tico frowned. "Something happened to you, didn't it?" He asked softly. 


"Just the once," came Jon's answer, barely above a whisper. "Some shit decided he wanted to fuck me." He 


shrugged. "There was no one there to stop him." 
"Shit" Tico placed a hand on Jon's arm. "I'm sorry, Jon" 


Jon pulled back and wrapped his arms around himself. He shrugged. "Not your fault. Didn't happen here. ' 
"No, but.. What happened?" Jon shook his head and looked away. Tico nodded in understanding. "Ok, | won't push 
it, 'm just gonna assume the bastard got away with it" Jon met Tico's eyes and nodded. Tico ground his teeth 
together and swore under his breath, hands curling to fists. Taking a deep breath to calm himself down, Tico 
reached out and ran his finger over the cut on Jon's eye, apologising when the singer flinched "What you gonna 


tell the others about this?" 


Jon shrugged. "Dunno. Tell them | was mugged or something, I'll think of something. " ‘| always do', hung 


unspoken in the air between them. 

Tico nodded. "They don't know about.. this?" He gestured at Jon. 

"Do they know about you?" 

"Good point." Tico conceded. "How do you manage to keep it a secret?" He asked curiously. 


| hide my identity as well as | can. | don't let anyone see my face or my tattoo's or anything they could us to 


identify me." 
"That works?" 


Jon shrugged. "I guess it must. I've never seen "My night of gay kinky sex with Jon Bon Jovi" as a headline in 


any tabloids. 


Tico laughed despite himself and Jon smiled in return. "And you're ok with that?" Tico turned serious again 
"You're happy doing this with strangers, knowing any one of them could expose you at any time?" 


Jon scowled and shook his head. "No, of course not. | hate it Tico, but.." He sighed and shrugged. "I don't exactly 


have much of a choice." 


"Yes you do." 
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Tico's Proposition 


"What?" Jon blinked, tongue darting out to wet dry lips. "Tico... you..." He shook his head, voice growing quieter 
as he spoke again. "What are you saying?" 


‘I'm saying you don't have to do this with strangers. You could do it with someone you trust.. 

"With you, you mean?" Jon asked, still shaking his head. 

Tico shrugged and leaned back in his chair. "Why not? We can both give what the other needs." 

"Tico, |... | can't... |.." He stopped mid-sentence; eyes widening at the sound of a key in the lock of the main door. 


Tico swore. "Cleaning staff," he explained. He stood and tugged Jon to his feet, not letting go of his hand as 
pulled him into the office of the club. Pushing Jon in, Tico locked the door and sat behind his desk. 


"Strip!" He ordered, leaning forward with his elbows on the desk, watching Jon intently. Jon swallowed hard but 
obeyed, his clothes landing in a heap on the plush carpet. "Feet shoulder-width apart, that's it. Ok, now fold 
your hands behind your head." A shiver ran through Tico as he watched Jon. "Good boy." He got up from his 


desk and slowly walked around Jon, running his hands over his skin. "See, you can do it" 


Jon let out a shuddered breath, quivering slightly where he stood. His breathing sped up, a faint blush 
streaking his cheeks. 


"Just relax, Jon," Tico reassured him. "It's only me" 


"Makes it worse," Jon breathed. Tico frowned and moved to stand in front of Jon, waiting until the younger 


man opened his eyes and looked at him, shaking his head. "Tico, l." 
Tico placed a finger over Jon's lips, signalling him to keep quiet. "Why is it worse, Jon?" 


Jon sighed shakily and closed his eyes again, avoiding Tico's concerned gaze. After several failed attempts at 


answering, he eventually whispered. "Because you care." 
Tico frowned. "Of course | care," he answered slowly. "You're one of my best friends." 


Jon laughed softly. "In the club, those guys, they don't care. They don't care who | am or what | want or how | 
feel. They only care about themselves, what they can get out of me, what | can do for them" 


Tico nodded to himself, understanding what Jon was trying to tell him. He pulled away from the singer and 
moved to sit behind his desk. "And how does that make you feel?" He asked carefully. 


Blushing, Jon shook his head again, staring at the dark carpet. "I. | don't." He took a deep breath. "It's about 
control. | don't have to be in control, in charge. | can just let go and feel, be me, not Jon Bon Jovi - rock star, 


but ME. | like it," he whispered, cheeks flaming red. 
"Why are you embarrassed?" 


‘Ive never told anyone this before. Haven't even said it out loud to myself” He sighed heavily and looked up, 


meeting Tico's eyes. "What about you? Why do you do.. this?" 


"Nothing quite so deep," Tico laughed. "Control. | like being in charge, | get off on telling people what to do, 
getting them to do what | want them to do, how | want them to do it. It's a power kick" He leaned forward. "To 
me, there is nothing more arousing than having someone naked, kneeling at my feet, waiting for me tell them 
what to do." He rose to his feet, walking over towards Jon, who swallowed heavily. Tico pulled up a chair and 


gestured for Jon to sit down before pulling a file out from one of the filing cabinets along one of the walls. 


Jon sat down in the chair, watching Tico warily as the drummer flicked through the file and took it back to his 
desk. 


"I've got some paperwork to do for the club," Tico told Jon, glancing up at him. "I want you to sit their quietly 


for a bit, don't speak unless you're spoken to and don't move unless | say you can" 


Jon nodded, but Tico had already turned his attention to the file on his desk. He flipped through the pages, 


nodding to himself and making 'hmm'ing noises, not once looking up. 


Jon wanted to move because the backs of his legs were sticking to the leather of the chair he was sitting in, 

but he was afraid of the leather creaking. He scowled and busied himself looking around Tico's office. It was, he 
noticed, decidedly swanky. All the furniture was dark brown leather; two chairs and a couch along one wall. The 
walls were polished, panelled wood; dark green velvet drapes along one corner. Jon had a feeling they concealed 

Master T's private play area. He swallowed hard and pulled his eyes away from the drapes. In one corner of 


the office there was a large wooden sculpture of a naked man.. no, of a naked couple. And they were.. 


Jon's eyes widened, his mouth forming a silent ‘oh' and he closed his eyes, taking a deep breath. He looked up 
again at the sound of Tico shuffling the papers on his desk and met Tico's eyes. 


Tico closed the file and crossed his arms over it on his desk, leaning forward and watching Jon intently. He 
raised one eyebrow. "Well, what's it going to be? If your answer is no, you walk out this door and we forget 


this ever happened. If, on the other hand, your answer is yes..” 
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The Answer 


Jon's gaze slid from Tico, over to the door and back again. He met the drummer's eyes and nodded. He opened 


his mouth to speak, but no words came. 


Tico moved around to stand behind Jon, leaning down over him, hands resting on his shoulders, warm breath 
ghosting over Jon's ear as he spoke. "Think about it, Jon. Think about all the stupid risks you've been taking, 
letting just anyone dominate you, whoring yourself out. And look at where its gotten you." Jon whimpered as 
Tico ran his fingers over the still open cut above his eye. "This would never happen with me," Tico's voice 


dropped to a whisper, sending a tremor through Jon. 
Jon swallowed hard. "I..." 


"What's it gonna be, Jon’ Tico's hand slid down Jon's chest, catching a hard nipple between thumb and 
forefinger. "| need an answer." Jon arched his back, pain shooting through his chest as Tico pinched his nipple 


tighter and harder. "Well?" 


"Oh... Fuck... Tico.. " Jon's breathing sped up as need and pain coursed through him. "Y.. Oh, God, please... Uh.. 
Yes!" 


Jon slumped forward in the chair, chin falling to his chest as Tico let go of his nipple and walked to stand in 
front of him. He tipped Jon's chin up with his finger, meeting the singers eyes. 


"Now tell me that you meant it, that you weren't only saying yes to stop me hurting you." 


Jon nodded and didn't break Tico's gaze. "Yes," he repeated, voice stronger. "I... | meant it. | want to... this... with.. 


with you.” 


Tico grinned and turned to stand in the centre of the room. "Come here," he ordered. He watched with 
undisguised lust as Jon moved to stand in front of him, consciously holding his hands over his semi-erect cock, 
faint blush across his cheeks. "Hands to your sides." Tico nodded as Jon obeyed and circled around the singer, 
running his hands over his chest and back. "Looks like all that running is starting to pay off," he commented 
approvingly. He kicked Jon's legs further apart and ran his hands along his thighs, feeling the muscles ripple 
under the skin. "Good strong legs," he commented to himself, walking around Jon again. He laid a sharp slap to 
Jon's ass, watching as the singer tried not to react. Tico nodded again, reaching between Jon's legs and playing 
with his balls, tugging hard on his cock. Jon whimpered softly, hands clenching into fists at his sides, struggling 
to stop himself from pulling away. "Responsive," he noted, moving to stand in front of Jon again. Tico raised an 
eyebrow at the strong blush covering Jon's face. He gripped Jon's chin in his hand, holding his head still as he 
prised his mouth open. He ran two fingers over Jon's gums, feeling the rough rise and fall of his teeth, before 
pushing them to the back of Jon's mouth down his throat, testing the singer's gag reflex. 


Jon gasped and spluttered, choking as Tico's fingers slid down his throat. Tears streaked down his face as he 


coughed, twisting out of Tico's grasp and pulling away from him, massaging his jaw. 


Tico laughed and grabbed his wrist, pulling him to a standstill. "You will call me Master T, or Sir," he instructed. 
"And | will refer to you as j, or boy. | do not expect 24/7 servitude from you, but you will be punished for 


any transaressions. Do you understand?" 
y g M 


Jon swallowed hard, his eyes widening as Tico's words sank in. His mouth was drying and his tongue darted out 
to wet his lips. He opened his mouth to speak but no words came so he nodded instead. 


Tico raised an eyebrow. "| said ‘do you understand?" 


"Y.. Uh... Yeah." Jon replied falteringly, crying out when Tico grabbed his still-throbbing nipples, pinching and 
twisting them painfully. "Y.. Yes, Sir!" He amended. 


"Good boy." Tico let go of Jon's nipples and took his wrist again, pulling him over to the other side of the desk. 
"On your knees, hands behind your back." 


Jon nodded and sank to the floor, spreading his knees and crossing his wrists behind his back. He dropped his 
gaze to the floor, missing the grin that spread across Tico's face. He looked up again at the sound of paper 
ripping, questions and panic flashing across his eyes; Tico had just torn the piece of paper he'd signed regarding 


his hard limits. 


"They don't apply anymore." Tico took pity on Jon and explained. "I know who you are, so hiding your identity 
isn't necessary. | would never hurt you, so you don't have to worry about visible marks. And as for the sex." 


Tico paused, running his eyes over Jon's naked body. 
Jon shook his head. "No." He interrupted, taking a deep breath. "l. I'm not gay, Ti.. uh.. Sir" 


Tico scowled. "Pity. But we can work around that” He sat down in his chair and pulled more paper from his 


desk. "| have some work to do," he told Jon. "You just kneel there like a good boy." 


Jon dropped his gaze back to the floor, his eyes sliding closed. He forced himself to relax, breathing heavily 
through his nose as he fought the urge to get the hell out of there. 


Nearly an hour passed, Jon noticed, when Tico stood up again, nodding to himself. "Well done," He praised Jon, 
pulling him to his feet. He ran his finger along Jon's hard cock, raising an eyebrow as Jon whimpered softly and 
shivered, but didn't try to pull away. He pushed Jon to the floor on his back, straddling the younger man's hips. 
"Since you've been such a good boy, | think you deserve a reward," Tico decided, dipping his head and flickering 


his tongue over the head of Jon's cock 


Jon groaned out loud, his hips thrust up and his hands curling into fists at his sides. Tico laughed at Jon's 
reaction, taking the hard cock all the way into his mouth and sucking hard on it, swallowing as Jon came with a 


cry. He stood up and wiped his lips, turning away from Jon. Adjusting the crotch of his jeans, Tico picked up 


Jon's clothes and threw them at him. 
"Well, come on - we've got a photo-shoot in less than an hour" 
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Making An Example Of Her 


Jon looked down again at the crumpled piece of paper in his hand. Tico had slipped it into his pocket at the end 
of the photo shoot, and whispered in his ear not to open it until he was alone in his room. Which was exactly 
what Jon had done. Screwed the paper up into his fist and held it tight, trying his hardest not to think about it 
until he had made his excuses and fled to his room. Clothes were on his bed and Jon stared at them, confusion 
furrowing his brow; he didn't remember laying any clothes out the previous night. A lot had happened since 
then, he reasoned, and immediately forgot about it. Turning off the main lights, he flicked on one of the lamps 
and curled up in a plush leather chair. Taking a deep breath, he relaxed his fist and straightened out the paper, 


stomach flipping with nervous excitement as he read the words. 
F 


Wearing the clothes laid out for you on the bed.. Jon looked over at the clothes on the bed again. ..Be at Desire, 
lOpm sharp. 


Master T 


Jon looked at the clock and swore. If he was going to get showered and changed and at the club by I0, he'd 
have to get a move on. He leapt to his feet and showered quickly, towelling himself off as he looked at the 
clothes on the bed. Tight black jeans. Too tight, Jon decided as he rolled them up his thighs, twisting to look in 
the mirror. Skin tight, and too small, he realised, as he reached in and adjusted himself until he was 
comfortable. He pulled on the light blue sweatshirt Tico had chosen for him, and shrugged the long leather 
jacket on. He slipped his keys and the note into the pocket of his jeans and raced out of the door. 


His breath caught in his throat and he stumbled to a stop, leaning against a brick wall, staring at the club 
across the road. He could do this, he told himself. Going in there tonight was no different than going in there 
any other time. Except it was. Everything was different. And Tico.. 


Jon shook himself and dropped his half-smoked cigarette to the floor, stubbing it out with his foot as he 


crossed the road, wide grin growing on his face as he recognised and greeted Jake, the bouncer. 


"jl" Jake grinned broadly and swept Jon up into a crushing bear hug. "How you doin?" Jon laughed and returned 
the hug before slipping out of Jake's arms and brushing himself down. He pushed his hair behind his ear and 

straightened his mask He opened his mouth to reply but Jake continued. "Heard you got into some trouble the 
other day with a drunken bastard. Everything OK? And Master T sorted everything?" Jake was impressed, Jon 


could hear it in the sound of his voice. "| have to ask; you've met Master T? What's he like?" 


"Jake, Jake.. Calm down," Jon laughed. "l'm fine," he promised. "Yes, | got into a.. spot of bother. And yes, 
Master T sorted it all out. So, yeah, | met him." 


"And," Jake wanted to know. "What's he like?" 


Jon paused. "He's... " 


Before Jon had chance to answer Jake's question, a short blonde girl came racing up to him and flung her 


arms around him, kissing him hard on the lips "j!" She exclaimed, pulling back to look at him. "How you doin?" 
"Nessie," Jon grinned, returning her kiss. "I'm good, you?" 


Nessie nodded frantically. "Look, j, | gotta tell you, I'm very very excited. You've.. You've been summoned! By 
Master T himself! l.. I've got to take you down to his.. to his private area, j! Hardly anyone's ever been there. 
You really left an impression on him at the weekend. You must have. Wow, how exciting is this?" She babbled 
constantly as she looped her arm through his and tugged him through the club. She looked back over her 
shoulder at Jake. "Later, Jakey." She turned her attention back to Jon. "I would give anything, and | mean 
anything to be in your place tonight. Master T. Wow." 


"Breathe, Nessie," Jon reminded her, laughing. "So, what's so exciting?" 


Nessie's eyes widened and she shook her head. "l. | can't tell you. | don't really know, not exactly, but | was told 
only to take you down there. Other than that | can't say. As much as | respect Master T, | so don't want to 
be punished by him. Sorry, j" They came to a stop outside the heavy door to Master T's office. Nessie kissed 
Jon again. "This is where | leave you," she said apologetically, knocking hard on the door, before running off, 


leaving Jon waiting nervously for Tico to open the door. 


The door opened silently and Jon walked in. Tico was sitting behind his desk, leaning back in the leather chair. He 
didn't greet Jon, just ran his eyes over him, smirked and told him to strip. Jon swallowed hard but obeyed, 
kicking off his sneakers and peeling the black jeans down his legs. He could feel Tico's eyes on him, but refused 
to look up at him. He could hear Tico muttering to himself, snippets of words that made him blush as he 
unbuttoned his shirt and was left standing there naked, fighting the urge to cover himself. 


"On your knees, hands behind your back." 


Jon shivered as he sank to his knees, crossing his wrists in the small of his back. He dropped his gaze to the 
floor, hair falling over his face. He took a deep breath and relaxed into his role as he watched Tico's feet draw 
closer to him. Fighting the urge to flinch, Jon whimpered under his breath at the feel of rope wrapping around 
his wrists as Tico tied them tightly, before pressing his elbows as close together as they would go and tying 
them with more harsh rope. His hands curled into fists and he flexed his muscles against the ropes, sighing 


when they didn't give. 


"Get up," Tico instructed, watching as Jon rose to his feet. "Follow me." Jon followed Tico, blushing when the 
older man raised an eyebrow at his erection Neither of them spoke as they walked into Tico's private area, 
Jon's eyes darting rapidly around the room, trying to take it all in "On the floor." Jon lowered himself to his 
knees, grunting as Tico pushed him forward until he was lying down on his stomach. Jon's ankles were tied 


together and Tico ordered him to bend his knees. Jon struggled as Tico looped the rope from his ankles to the 


rope around his elbows and tightened it off. Wriggling on the floor, Jon moaned and tried to roll on to his side, 
but Tico pressed down on his back with a foot, swatting his ass with his hand. "Stay still" Jon whimpered and 
stilled, his eyes sliding closed as he flexed his muscles against the ropes again. 


He tensed at the feel of lips against his and snapped his eyes open, trying to jerk away but Tico held his head 
still. 


"Just relax," Tico whispered, his tongue forcing entry past Jon's lips. Jon whimpered, still trying to pull away as 
Tico lazily explored his mouth before slipping a large ball gag in and buckling it tight behind his head. 


"Stay right there," Tico said as he stood up and walked away. "I'll be right back." 


Jon watched with wide, panicked eyes as Tico walked out the door, the sound of the key turning in the lock 
echoing loudly around the room. He struggled in his bonds, feeling the harsh rope rubbing painfully against his 
skin The gag muffled his cries as he screamed out to Tico to come back Shaking his head and trying to expel 
the gag, he slumped back against the plush carpet, squeezing his eyes closed Where was Tico and why had he 
left him alone? He tried to wriggle along the carpet, but barely moved; only managing to increase his arousal 
as he rubbed his hard-on. He moaned as electric arousal coursed through his body, his skin tingling from the 
feeling. He was close to coming, he could tell, only.. Was he allowed to? He hadn't been told he couldn't, but then 
again he hadn't been told he could either. Groaning in frustration he forced himself to lay still and relax, 
breathing hard through his nose. He thought about shifting on to his side, but his ass was still throbbing from 
the slap he'd had for moving last time. The last time he got a slap for moving and he was fairly sure he'd get 
worse this time. Another frustrated moan escape from him as he tried to get comfortable but he couldn't; his 
shoulders and knees were starting to ache. He shifted on the carpet again, trying to ease the stiffness setting 
in his joints but all he managed to do was rub his tender cock again. He shook his head, moaning as he realised 
the ball gag was starting to make his jaw ache. He made himself go limp; maybe he wasn't cut out for this, 
none of the other guys he'd been with had just left him there, not like this, and he didn’t like it. As much as 
he needed the feeling of handing control over to someone else, this utter helplessness was something new, 
something different. He tried again to stretch the ropes but they were tied tightly and weren't giving at all 
under the pressure he was exerting on them, merely rubbing on his skin, leaving rope burns on his wrists and 
ankles and they started to ache along with everywhere else. What was Tico doing? And where was he? How 


long was he going to be? 


Jon tensed, his eyes snapping open and focussing on the door as he heard the key turning in the lock, the door 
slowly being pushed open 


Expecting Jon to make some noise, Tico glared at him, one finger over his lips motioning Jon to be quiet as he 
led a naked and blindfolded young woman into the room and over to the far wall where he pushed her down on 


her knees. He lashed the rope around her wrists to a hook on the wall, telling her to stay still 


Jon swallowed heavily as he realised Tico was going to.. to do something to the girl, and he suspected she was 
going to punished. Fresh arousal sparked through him and he was glad of the gag to keep him quiet as he 
rubbed gently against the floor, hands curling into fists behind his back. 


Tico's footsteps echoed as he paced around the room, but Jon didn't take his eyes off the girl in front of him. 
From her colouring she looked Asian, possibly Japanese, but with her eyes covered he couldn't tell for sure. 


She was crying and Jon wondered exactly what she'd done to warrant being punished by Master T. 


His thoughts were cut short by the sound of flesh hitting flesh as Tico's hand met the girl's ass. She 
whimpered and pulled away, before gasping out "One Master T, Thank you Master T." Tico nodded and carried 
on spanking her. She flinched away from every slap, counting each one out, her crying growing harder with 


every passing moment. 


It wasn't only the girl who was reacting to the spanking. Every time Tico's hand hit the girl, Jon found himself 
shuddering on the floor. His breath was coming harder and faster, his arousal and need coursing through him 


until he felt himself explode in silent orgasm, spraying his stomach, his chest and the floor with come. 


He assumed he'd blacked out with the force of it because the next time he opened his eyes, the girl was 
untied and half laying in Tico's lap, Tico holding her and running his fingers through her hair, whispering in her 
ear, glancing every so often at the door. 


"Vanessa," Tico greeted Nessie as she walked in. "You took your time. " 


Nessie glanced around the room, grinning quickly at Jon before turning her attention back to Tico and the 
other girl. "Sorry, Master T." 


"l'm sure you will be. Now, | want you to take care of Kim, clean her up and stay with her for the rest of the 
evening. Whatever she wants, you are there to provide. And then you will take her home tomorrow morning. 
Do you understand?" 


Nessie nodded "Yes, Master T" She bent down and, with an arm around Kim's waist, helped her to her feet and 


out the door. 


Satisfied that Kim would be taken care of, Tico turned his attention to Jon kneeling next to him on the floor, 
running a finger down his cheek "You enjoyed that, didn't you, j? Were you imagining what it would be like to be 
in her place? How it would feel?" Jon swallowed heavily but didn't respond. "You enjoyed watching Kim being 
spanked so much you came, didn't you, j?" Jon met Tico's eyes and nodded. "I don't remember giving you 
permission to come," Tico said thoughtfully. "Did you have permission to come?" Jon felt his stomach sink as 
he shook his head. "No, | didn't think so," Tico continued. "You know what that means, of course. It means you 
have to be punished" 
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First Punishment 


Tico freed Jon's ankles and pulled him to his feet. One arm gripping Jon's upper arm tightly, Tico directed him 
into his office and locked the door. A single lamp in the corner lit the room and a wooden chair sat in the 


centre of the room. Tico sat down on the chair and looked expectantly at Jon, patting his lap. 
Jon bit his lip, looking, Tico thought, endearingly young for a moment as he realised what was expected of him. 


If | have to come over there and get you, it'll make it worse for you," Tico warned, starting to rise from the 
chair as Jon took a step forward. 


Wide-eyed, breathing hard through his nose and trembling ever so slightly, Jon bent over, flinching as he was 
gently moved to the centre of Tico's lap, his semi-erect penis brushing one of Tico's thighs. Tico reached down 


and unbuckled the gag, slipping it from Jon's mouth and dropping it to the floor. 


| want to hear you scream," he whispered in Jon's ear as he lifted his arm up and... smack .. . his hand 
came down hard on Jon's bare ass. His palm, callused from years of playing drums, stung faintly, which meant 
that Jon must have been feeling a fair amount of pain right now. Four more hard smacks and he finally heard 


a low moan from the younger man. 


Jon already felt like his ass was on fire. And he's only at five. Another flaming slap to his ass and he squirmed 


slightly. Ow! Another. Ow! Another. Fuck! 


He lost count somewhere around forty, and at that point, he was yelling obscenities, babbling apologies, and 
sobbing. His cock was diamond hard, and Tico had it clasped tightly between his thighs, the harsh fabric of his 


jeans abrading the sensitive skin. Jon was hurting, ashamed and desperately in need of release 


And the blows kept coming, one powerful slap after another. Jon could feel his skin swelling up and knew that 
not only would he be red, but would have bruises in the morning. It hurt, oh fuck, it hurt, but he was close, so 


close. 


Tico looked at Jon stretched out before him, ass red-purple from a sound thrashing. He knew he could hardly 
pretend that he was just doing this to punish Jon, not when his cock was prodding the younger man in the 
stomach. Every time he smacked Jon, the resulting movement caused him to get even harder. In fact, if he 
moved his hand, right there, to the crease where buttock met thigh, the resultant wriggle was incredible. A 
bolt of lust shot through Tico and he had to force himself to damp down his desire, reminding himself that 
Jon was not interested in him that way, that Jon was straight and he was just going to have to amuse himself 


with one of the girls later, when he'd finished. 


"Ti..." Jon yelled "Oh fuck! I'm sorry." Tico had moved to the most painful part, probably some of the most 
sensitive skin he had. And it drove him into a frenzy of squirming, yelling and sobbing. Occasionally, when he 
paused to gasp for breath, he could hear Tico's breathing, harsh and panting from the strain. And not just the 


strain. Jon was well aware of the cock his stomach was moving over. As for his own erection, he wasn't sure 


it could take much more, but wasn't sure what Tico would do to him if he came again without permission. 


As if reading his mind, Tico dipped his head down and told Jon he was allowed to come. At the same time he 
drew in a deep breath and called up the last reserves of his strength, a solid rain of blows falling on the 


burning skin of Jon's ass. 


Jon screamed, and came, pumping his cock between Tico's thighs. At the same time, Tico grunted, and came all 
over Jon's stomach. He slumped briefly, before straightening up, untying Jon's arms and pushing him to the 
floor, where Jon lay still for a moment or two, catching his breath. 


"Please accept my sincere apologies for my disobedience, Sir." 
"| do." 
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